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would promise nothing.    A brief  altercation  and  he
shouted, "You won't obey me?    You shall obey some-
thing else then.    Lieutenant, carry out your orders."
The officer drew his sword and called to his ten
soldiers, "At 7em, boys—so they won't forget it!"
With rifles raised, the soldiers threw themselves
upon the group of prisoners—like wolves, Pilsudski de-
scribed it years later. They were crowded into the
corner between stove and wall. He stood in the front
row. Looking up, he saw the butt of a rifle and
warded it off with his hand. As it glanced across his
forehead, he felt a blow on the side of his head. A
second blow. A third. He staggered, his eyes full of
blood, and fainted. The unequal contest came to an
end only when ten of the prisoners had fallen uncon-
scious*
Pilsudski roused up to find himself in the court-
yard, with two soldiers trying to make him stand. He
broke loose and started to run toward the gate, but his
legs gave way. One of the men struck him in the face
with the butt of his rifle. Half fainting, he was led
off to another cell. His pride, trampled on so callously,
his helpless fury stifling him kept him from sleep.
In the corridor the next morning the prisoners looked
at one another and saw how fearfully they had been
treated. Faces were bleeding, bruised, swollen; eyes
burning with fever. They looked like soldiers coming
fresh from the battlefield. But they were only ten.
They demanded that their three comrades be brought
back. Weak as they were, they went on a hunger strike
till the evening of the third day when the missing men
appeared. The mutiny was over.
Not quite over. They were tried for this disturbance,
charged with "armed resistance to the prison authori-
ties/' an offense punishable with penal servitude. Armed—
with what? Resistance—how? It was a travesty of jus-

